THE SCENE IS CHANGED

of their kind even in the less enlightened democratic coun-
tries, with a forthcoming election."
On the first evening I ran across a movie house in the
Friedrichstrasse where Cavalcade was being shown, and was
astonished to find it described as a " sound-film with 10,000
soldiers, 4 troops of cavalry, 50 cannon, 8000 weapons,
3 Zeppelins, 1000 horses, 200 motor cars ".   So Hollywood
had not done its work upon Noel Coward's peaceable
script in vain ;   it had satisfied the longing of Germans
(or at least the official longing) to see all these instru-
ments of destruction.   Not far off was a public war
museum made out of a store, where for a few pfennigs one
could walk through papier-mache trenches and peer out of
machine-gun posts at rusty barbed wire.   This was in queer
contrast to the calm of the streets, from which beggars and
prostitutes had alike vanished, and the calm of the press
which still came out under a dozen different names where
one would have sufficed ; not to speak of the calm of the
theatre with more than half the houses closed at what would
normally be the busiest time of year.   Somebody explained
to me that the stage had not yet been organized, meaning
that no successors had been appointed to replace Reinhardt,
Piscator, Barnovsky and the rest.   A more malicious wit
told me the stage had been liquidated but had not yet solidi-
fied ; which is the kind of thing Berliners say to each other
in cafes all day long and are afraid to say openly, so that they
get the form of government they deserve.
It was easy to understand that nearly every dramatist of
standing must be suspect; for if not a Jew he was almost
certainly a " culture-bolshevist" or merely a writer
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